
The Hittorie of King Lear. 

n o- am to {hoot a troupe of horfe with fell,& whenl haue dole 
vponthefe fonne in hwes, thenkiU,kiU J kill,kill^dIl > kill. 

^ Enter three Gentlemen. 

Gent. Ohere he is, lay hands vpon him firs, your moftdeere 
Lear. No reskue,what a pi ifoher,I am ecne the naturall foole 

of Fortune, vfe me well you iliallhaue vanfome, let mee haue a 

cb H raionI am cut to the braines. 

G f v t r You fhall haue any thing. 

Lear No feconds, all my felfe, why this would make a man 
of fait to vfe his eyes for garden waterpots , I and laying Autums 

d “ ?■ I w ill die brauely like a bridegroome, what >1 will be 

Iotiialli come, come, I amaKinemy maiftets, knowyouthat. 

S.T hen 'there! lif °Smy aid jZ get it you Ml get it 

W ‘oir AfS'ht mofl pitifiill ta the mea'neft wretch , pall fpea- 
ki^ofii. akmgi the! had one danghter whoredecmei naate 
(iom the general curfe which twame hath brought het to. 

Edr. Haile gentle fir. 

Gent. Sir fpeed you, whats your will. 

Eeiz. Do you heare ought of a battell toward. 

Gelt Moft Cure and vulgar euery one here s that 

NeX and o,. fpeed font laemamedefcyes, 
Standft on the howerly thoughts. 

Edt. I thanke you fir that? all* . .. riu f e ishere, 

Gent. Though that the ^^°"| anke ^ f ir . E & 

^odSemybteatitfmmme. 

Ghfl. Now good fir what ary om m(S bloW es, 

*8dz. A mod poore manmade larr 5 
Who by the Art of know® mdfe ■"gf . 

Am pregnant to good pitty,giue me j 

He leade you to fome biding. Cjlip 


The Hi forte of King Lew* 

Glotl. Hartie thankes, the bomet and beniz of heauen to 
U V Enter Steward. 

m Stew A proclamed prize, moft happy, that eyles head of thine 
was framed fleih to rayfemy fortunes, thou moft vnhappy tray- 
tor, briefly thy felfe remember, the fword is out that muftde- 

^^M^Now let thy friendly hand put ftrength enough to’t. 

Stew. Wherefore bould pefant durft thou fupport a pubiiflit 
tray tor.hence lead the infeftion of his fortune take like hold on 

thee, let goe his arme? 

gdg. Chill not let goe hr without cagion. 

Stew. Letgoeflaue, or thou dieft. 

jtfa. Good Gentleman goe your gate, let poore voke pafle, 
and chud haue becne fwaggafd out of my life, it would not haue 
beenefolongbya fortnight, nay come not neare the old man, 
keepeout, cheuore ye,or ile trie whether your cofter or my bat- 

tero be the harder, ile be plaine with you. 

Stew. Out dunghill. they fight. 

Edg. Chill pick your teeth fir^come.no matter for your foyns. 
S tew. Slaue thou haft flaine me, ■ villaine take my purfle, 

If euer thou wilt thriue, burie my bodie, 

And oiue the letters which thou find’ll about me 
To Edmund Earle of GloFier ^ feeke him out vpon 
The Bntifh partic, 6 vntimely death ! death* He dies* 

E dg. I know thee well, a feruiccable villaine, 

As dutious to the vices of thy miftres, as badnes would 
Glofi. What is hedead ? ■ f defire. 

E dg. Sit you down father ? reft you lets fee his pockets 
Thefe letters thathefpeakes ofmay be my friends, 

Hees dead,I am only forrow he had no other deathfma 
.Let vs fee.leaue gentle waxe .and manners blame vs not 
To know our enemies minds wee d rip their hearts. 

Their papers is more lawfull. 

Let your reciprocall vowes bee remembred, you haue many 
opportunities to cut him off, if your will want not,time and place 
will be fruitfully offered, there is nothing done, If he returne the 
conqucrour, then am I the prifoner, and his bed my gayle, from 
, thelcched warmth whereof deliuerme^andfiipply the place for 
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